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The Wedding
by Hannah Jones
The sun shines on a gathering of family and friends in front of 
a small gazebo. Threats of rain had prompted uneasy smiles that 
morning, but the clouds dissipated without a drop to dampen 
the festivities of the afternoon. White chairs were set in even 
rows of eight, the pale-yellow runner was laid along the aisle, 
small bouquets of yellow tulips were tied upon the edges of the 
rows of chairs, the small stereo was tested and set with its brief 
accompaniment playlist, all as the sun continued peeking up from 
behind the askew wooden cross mounted atop the rustic structure 
of weathered wood and chipped white paint to illuminate the 
small clearing.
Behind the door to the adjoining chapel, round tables and 
chairs were set up, decorated with glass marbles and more tulip 
arrangements, a rectangular table set at the front for those of 
special significance. A table for serving food held burners and 
serving utensils, with plates and eating utensils stacked at one 
end. (The tables and chairs would then be cleared, and the stereo 
brought from outside for the dancing after eating.) Though a 
minor mistake had been made regarding the address of delivery 
for the caterers, one phone call assured the party of freshly grilled 
chicken and chopped salad on its way to arrive at the moment  
of need.
In a back room, a lady and her entourage prepared themselves in 
giddy excitement while the males mulled about with nothing to 
do but compare work horrors and laughs as the clock continued 
its steady ticking. A renegade young lady of three years nearly 
ripped her delicate dress as she escaped the confines of fabrics 
and hairspray in the tiny makeshift dressing room. Thwarted by a 
soon-to-be uncle of much larger stride who scooped her up with 
expert precision and an accompanying tickle, she let out a giggle, 
the dress remaining unharmed and in one piece. Her mother then 
averted further disturbances from her and her older sister of five 
years with the important task of counting the tulip petals in their 
baskets. No amount of unexpected obstacles were unmet as the 
clock hands neared their inevitable clasp of each other at high noon.
Ten children stand before the gazebo. Seven young women, three 
young men. All are wearing some shade of yellow or green. Five 
stand to either side of the preacher and the groom. The five to 
the right, four girls and one boy, belong to the groom. The others 
to the bride. Two young girls (including the prior renegade) are 
held by their father on the front row, attempting to squirm as he 
holds them close under the hot sun. Beads of sweat form and fall 
from the preacher’s balding head. What had promised to be a cool 
day of cloud cover from the storms of the day before is proving to 
be more heated than anticipated. The entrance of the bride, the 
shared vows, the exit of all attendants—the ceremony cannot be 
over fast enough.
Such is the thought of the young lady standing next to the 
best man. Mere feet away from the metaphorical altar, she has 
the privilege of watching each bead of sweat condense slowly, 
accumulate into a malleable round mass, pause to hang on a silver 
hair before leaning forward to reconnect with and slide down the 
moist cheek and over the double chin, finally becoming absorbed 
in the white cotton of the preacher’s collar. One particular drop 
pauses in the crease of his eye. He blinks, forcing the drop from its 
resting point and propelling it along its path down the side of his 
face. Like the first tear the young woman ever saw fall from her 
father’s eye. 
I had arrived home from my after-school coffee shop job early 
when Dad called. He was not there, however. No, he was at the 
hospital. With my mama. She’d been T-boned driving to the grocery 
store for that night’s dinner, the oncoming truck smashing into 
the driver’s side door—part of the truck’s headlight cover had to be 
pulled from the side of her head. (The kid said he didn’t see the red 
light—even though the light had been red long enough for the car 
in the adjacent lane to stop.) Gone in an instant. Meeting Dad at 
the hospital a few minutes later, he wouldn’t look at me. He could 
barely choke out what had happened. I just stood there. Then I 
leaned into Dad for a hug, a strong embrace—he would whisper 
reassurances in my ear—“It’ll all be okay…we can make it…we just 
have to stick together”—and hold me tight, stand tall for me. But 
his arms draped loosely around me. I felt my hair moisten with his 
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tears. He shook, unable to speak anything, only gasp, “she’s gone.. 
she’s gone…” as his weight settled on my shoulders.
Returning home, he shut himself in his room, leaving the weighty 
task of telling my siblings to me. Only emerging from his grotto 
to insist upon the closed casket service and immediate burial, my 
father locked himself within his own prison of memories and grief. 
But it was understandable—he had just lost his wife, after all—
stolen away after years of pain and joy. I whispered this into the 
ears of my little sisters as they dried their cheeks on my shoulder 
each night. He would be alright, just as they would, I promised. 
Mama would want us to be strong for him. To be the little woman 
she had trained us to be.
Now, with the utterance of two words, another woman will 
become the woman of his house. Bitterness jerks the young 
woman from her memory. For the better, most likely. That one only 
leads to more tears anyway. Her soon-to-be step-brother grunts 
and tugs at his bright yellow bowtie. Poor little guy. At eight years, 
he doesn’t have a say in much of anything, much less whether or 
not he must wear a bowtie that cuts off airflow into his white 
long-sleeved button-down. Who decided on a long-sleeved button-
down for a summer day anyway? There is even a darkening of 
the white fabric around his neck. If he didn’t have a crew cut, his 
blonde hair would be plastered to his forehead—much like the 
current state of his sister’s bangs. No amount of hairspray could 
hold her beautifully thick blonde hair from her face, and now her 
golden mantle lies heavily upon her neck. The other two 
sisters had been smarter—their hair is pulled back from their 
faces and positioned in braided twists and buns, held securely 
off of their necks. If their mother does not enter the scene 
soon, however, their impeccable make-up may begin to 
develop streaks.
The stereo shifts its tune at last. All gazes shift to the aged wooden 
doors of the chapel as they open wide. A young man stands at the 
entrance with a woman dressed in pure white.
He escorted her slowly between the few rows of family and friends 
as the stereo drones on with its recorded orchestra playing “The 
Wedding March” assertively across the clearing. The young woman 
gazes past the pair to the chapel doors. Doors she recognizes from 
the twenty-five-year-old picture that hung above her mother’s 
baby grand in the front room of her father’s house. How she used 
to study that image. An image of her beginnings—the day of her 
parents’ wedding—with the familiar faces of her parents not yet 
worn by the sudden death of her mother’s parents or the loss  
of her father’s job or the unexpected announcement of her uncle’s 
stage four cancer. So much joy in the expressions of these young 
lovers, ready to take on the world together, promising before God 
and man to cling to one another, to serve one another, to love one 
another, till death should them part. As of yesterday, however, the 
picture now rests, preserved in layers of bubble wrap, sandwiched 
between old family photos of generations past, all hidden away  
in the dusty attic.
The bride is passed along to her groom, her escort taking his  
place at the end of her lined entourage. Her smile is modest, 
almost shy. But her eyes never leave her groom. Her attendants 
show even greater enthusiasm, the girls on their toes with wide 
grins stretching their bright pink lips and the boys nearly bouncing 
up and down—or perhaps that is simply an impatience to escape 
the heat.
Seating everyone with a sweeping gesture of his hand, the 
preacher begins to speak. “Welcome to the union of not just two 
people, but two families…” 
More like three families. For the mother- and sister-in-law of the 
groom sat upon the last row of white chairs.
“In the wake of our tragedy, God provides a new joy, a new peace, 
a new love…”
To replace the old. New children, new woman, new house, new 
pets—all added upon the completion of a single dialogue.
“And so, before all of your family and friends gathered here today…”
Well, not all. But then, if all of the family were here, this whole 
shindig wouldn’t even be happening.
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“Do you promise to love and cherish her, in sickness and in health, 
through all trials and joys that meet you in this life…”
What if he had prayed harder? God does miracles. He should have 
prayed harder. More. Maybe he didn’t believe. Why didn’t he do 
something? Did he even love her?
“I do.”
Nothing. He doesn’t listen. Doesn’t hear his own daughter crying 
out. Pleading for a moment. Telling him—screaming inside—that 
she’s not okay. She’s not ready.
“Now, do you promise to love and support him, in sickness and in 
health, as you encounter every trial and celebrate each joy…”
My mama was one of the strongest women I have ever known. She 
actually met my dad while powerlifting in college. She was never 
big or buff—rather, she was quite petite. But her small stature 
only hid her immense strength. God knew she’d need it for hauling 
around two children under three with one on the way. And for 
all of the field days and mission trips and caretaking of extended 
family along with her own. He knew she’d need to be durable and 
hardy to encourage the athleticism of her sons as her husband 
traveled for work, to move about the massive furniture necessary 
in a household of eight as she maintained the clean, but welcome, 
atmosphere of a hearty home, to lift countless loads of laundry 
consisting of the many uniforms, play clothes, and suitcases of 
collared button-downs, khaki pants and black socks accumulated 
by the end of the week. God knew she had to be strong.
My mama had to bury her first born—her baby girl. Barely past 
girlhood herself and required to wear black for her little angel 
from Heaven. She had to stand in the next room, waiting on her 
husband, and as he rushed through the sliding doors, wait for him 
to come, so he wouldn’t see her legs shake, so he wouldn’t see her 
fall until he was right there with her. Look into his anxious eyes—
those forest green eyes that reminded her daily of the wooded glen 
in which she grew up—and tell him that his baby was gone. His 
little girl. She had to go home and feed their other baby, to clean 
the house, do the laundry. And love the four little ones provided in 
the wake of the storm. God gave her a reason to be strong.
Only months later, my mama had to once again don her black 
dress for her father. She had been her daddy’s little girl, a 
Christmas present from God in ‘58 in celebration of her parents’ 
first anniversary. The bond had only grown over the many years 
of difficulty and success. So, it was only natural as that bond was 
ripped apart by even the most temporary of divisions—death—
that the untethered end dropped to the ground, beginning to 
unravel ever slowly as children, a husband, neighbors, friends, 
family, acquaintances tugged strands of her in various directions. 
The storm began anew, and yet she remained steady in the eye. 
Because God knew she had to be strong.
I wish I had that strength. Maybe God didn’t realize I’d need it, too. 
He forgot to look ahead and see that my story would be just as 
hard. That I would need that supernatural strength and faith and 
hope to get through. And I can’t borrow from my mama anymore. 
She’s not here to show me how—like she did with sweeping the 
kitchen, gathering every last dust bunny hiding beneath the small 
side table next to the front door.
Round tables are crowded with family and friends. Her family 
surrounding one table, his around another, various friends are 
scattered about, distant relatives sit off in one corner. All of the 
children line the rectangular head table on either side of the bride 
and groom. But the proper placement of the two descending lines 
of children about their parent has dissolved into a free-for-all 
scramble, his and hers alternating regardless of rank or heritage.
Sitting next to her younger brother, the young lady sipped her 
punch. The sharp tartness clung to the back of her throat. She 
kept sipping as the feeling faded. Laughter erupted at the opposite 
end of the table, breaking her absorbed attention from the fabric 
yellow tulips sprouting from a glass of green marbles gracing the 
center of the table.
“And that’s when Bobby realized we were moving!” The room 
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was captivated by the young storyteller standing next to the 
newlyweds. He raised his plastic cup of punch in a toast.
“To mom and the love of her life; and to cardboard boxes meant for 
moving and not play-forts!”
Laughter and cheers rose with countless cups of punch. No one 
noticed when one cup did not reach the lips of its bearer.
“Let’s turn up the music for the first dance!” Someone called from 
the back.
“Moosik! Moosik!” squealed the youngest occupant of the room to 
the delight of the others.
The young men shifted the round tables against the wall and lined 
the small clearing with leftover chairs for the less nimble of feet. 
Having put away his toasting glass, the storyteller transitioned 
into his volunteer DJ role, selecting a song from his phone.
The husband stood from his seat and offered his hand to his wife. 
Upon her ready acceptance, he escorted her to the center of the 
onlookers, stepping into the beat of the music with the confidence 
of one well-versed in dancing.
The summer before kindergarten. The last time I saw Dad dance 
with my mama. They waltzed about the backyard to the music of 
my sister’s and my “oohs” and “awws,” holding each other as close 
as they could without crushing my baby brother in my mama’s 
stomach. She was as round as the watermelons we ate every week 
that summer. Her cheeks as red and her thumbs as green from 
all of her gardening. She loved being outside. Gently nursing the 
ground with water, trimming away unwanted weeds and thistles, 
guiding the vibrant petals toward the sun, plucking ripe fruit and 
vegetables from their stems (often sharing the first fruits with my 
sister and me). She rarely sighed in frustration when she found us 
standing atop the tomato vines or snow peas, holding up the least 
ripe from the bunch for her to see. Well, if she did, she managed 
to hide it from us back then. Instead, her approving smile as she 
lifted us from the dilapidated plants distracted us from the damage 
we had caused.
We often scampered off to a different portion of her gardens. 
Especially the flowerbeds. Compared to the green peas and green 
vines and green beans and green onions and green lettuce, the  
hot pink petunias, little purple lilacs, romantic red roses, and 
dancing daylilies were far more radiant characters. My sister 
always went straight for the daisies. They were simple and white. 
And were the only flower she could remember the name of: her 
little white “D-Zs.”
Mine was the forget-me-nots. My family always thought it was 
because my favorite color was blue. But the real reason was that 
they reminded me of my mama’s eyes. She had these multi-colored 
eyes with rings that melted from one color to another. From this 
bright cobalt that nearly dominated the other colors—most people 
said she had blue eyes—to a nearly imperceptible ring of yellow, 
to the final, tiny ring of green, like the stems extending from the 
yellow and blue petals. Most people missed those other colors.  
I didn’t.
